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mander Byrd had laid our course to Paris. The compass then
was all right and we had high hopes of being at Le Bourget
about 9:30.
On that course there were certain towns that we should
have picked up and identified, but as the hours passed and
we had not picked up any of these towns, the weather having
become constantly worse, Commander Byrd became skeptical.
"We all felt that something was wrong and we began to check
up in an attempt to verify our position.
We checked and found that the compass was absolutely
out of commission. Only an hour or two before it had been
working perfectly. It was hard to understand, but it was gone
and we had nothing whatever to tell us whether we were
heading toward Paris, Marseilles or Amsterdam, except all the
sense of direction that the four of us could muster.
We knew then that it was all a gamble as to whether
we ever would reach Paris. Three hours more passed and we
were still cutting through the same relentless fog and mist.
"We then knew that it would be impossible to reach Paris
unless there was an unexpected break in the weather, which
we had not had in all our thirty-six or thirty-eight hours in
the air.
Commander Byrd touched me on the arm—it must then
have been about midnight, as near as I can figure it—and
wrote: "We must land." Under conditions existing right
then "We must land" meant, "We are going to crash."
Frankly, I think we all expected serious results. But
Commander Byrd, cool, calm and as keen as always, issued
instructions for landing. Even so, several hours passed before
we could possibly carry out the plan and it looked as if we
might simply keep on flying "blind as bats'* and at last, when
the fuel was gone, have to plunge down without the slightest
idea of what was underneath.
That actually happened, except for the fact that the pres-
ence of a lighthouse near Ver-sur-Mer made us hope that
somehow we could pick the water side of the lighthouse and

